LETTERS
out who had had letters. He went out into the corridor.
Julia Dmitriyevna, Faina and Suprugov were standing
by the window. Faina chattering about something, her
hand on Suprugov's shoulder. Suprugov was looking
melancholy.
"I've had bad news," he said with dignity as Danilov
approached. "My mother's died."
Danilov did not know what to say when a man he
heartily disliked told him about his troubles. Decency
demanded that he should say something. After a moment's
silence, he asked:
"How old was she?"
"Seventy-eight," Suprugov replied.
"Yes," said Danilov sympathetically. "A great age."
He walked on. What could he say? An old woman,
not in any way remarkable, had lived to a ripe old age
and then died.
He went to the Commandant to hear what news he
had from home. ...
Dr Belov was sitting on the divan, the same one on
which he had sat with his wife. Danilov was thunder-
struck—ten minutes ago he had left the doctor flushed,
gay and excited. Now there was a helpless old man
sitting there, his face grey and haggard, with all the light
gone out of it.
A letter was lying on the table. Danilov took it up and
read it.
The doctor looked at him dully. Danilov sat down
beside him and said nothing. Suddenly the doctor
sighed loudly, his eyes filled with tears and his hands
moved helplessly over his knees and the covering of the
divan.
"You can't imagine!" he whispered. "You can't
imagine. ..."
He wanted to say that Danilov couldn't imagine what
an angel Sonechka had been and what an angel Lyalya
had been, and all that they had meant to him, the doctor.
But he had not the strength to speak. His shoulders were
shaking, he covered his face with his hands and cried,

